CHAPTER  TWO
FIRST FLTING PRI^E

ON my second crossing to the American continent
I travelled both more comfortably and without the
' adventure' which had marked my first journey.
On arrival we made for our destination which was
Denver in Colorado, near which Mr. Davidson had
rented a modern stone building called ' Nichol's
Castle.' The place was architecturally rather strange,
for in the three-storied building I found that the kitchen
was on the top floor with the living-rooms beneath.
The idea, of course, being that all cooking aromas
should pass freely upwards and outwards into the fresh
air without contaminating the rest of the atmosphere
within the house ; an excellent idea.

I had little opportunity for studying American life
at that period and my main memory is of the size of
their papers, especially the Sunday editions. Even
in those days, over thirty years ago, they numbered
eighty pages. Since then they have kept on increasing
until at the present time a Sunday paper may run
into two or three hundred pages, which even the most
assiduous reader could hardly hope to consume in
one day.

We wasted no time on arrival in getting to work.
I was extremely interested in what I had to do in
designing, but, as I ventured to point out to Mr.
Davidson, I could not help feeling that the problem
was being approached from the wrong angle and that
something on the lines of a glider would prove more
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